CHAPTER II
LOST TRAIL
ON the 15th of May we set out for the unknown, for the
south. Here, at the centre of the Tsaidam, we were
between thirty and forty days9 march from the nearest
town. Sining, from which we had come, was to the east. On
the south was Lhasa and, to the west, Cherchen, which we
wanted to reach.
Beyond the Nan Shan mountains, to the north, stretched
the desert sands. Immediately behind us were the camping
grounds of Teijinar, grassy plains spotted with yellow dunes.
In front of us rose the Kuen Lun mountains, their shadows so
blue as to seem like so many parts of the sky. There we
should come to the high, bare Tibetan lands where we .hoped
to find a guide to lead us to the gates of far-off Cherchen.
We were only three. We could not find a Mongol to come
with us, money or no money. Three Europeans, two of
whom knew not a single word of the Mongol language, and
knew of the region only what they might make out from an
incomplete map! Truth to tell, however, Borodishin was not
so much a European as an Asiatic, a nomad at heart, at home
anywhere. But he was fifty, and when it came to loading up
the beasts his heart grew troublesome. And we were as yet
only nine thousand feet up. We should have to climb to
about sixteen thousand. . . .
Were we imprudent? I did not think so and I could not
help feeling that danger, if it arose, would but allow of my
drawing, at last, on my dormant energies. I was always
asking myself how I should behave if any difficulty arose,
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